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She sins;, but her singing was only a sigh, the bov. blushincras he replied.Thy love tho world to mc.
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l'em

"And what is the boon thou would'st
ask?"

The youthful stranger bent his knee,
and said, in faltering tones "Thou hast

captive Christian knight; let him go
il I .11 11 ..! .1. PIree anuiove snau uiess my iinoiie;

"He is thine thou shalt thyself re- -

ease him. Here take my signet with
thee."

And tho fair bov glided like an angel
of light through the guards at the dun-

geon door. Bolts and bars fell. "before

dm for he bore tho talisman of Power
and he stood in his beauty and grace

at the captive's couch, and bade him

rise and go lorth, tor lie was uee.
Dc Courcy, half awake, gazed wist-ull- y

on the benign eyes that bent over
dm. lie had iust be'en dreaming of his

guardian an el; and when he saw the
beauteous stranger boy with his locks
of light his heavenly smile his pale,
sweet face he had no doubt that this
was the celestial visitant of his dreams,
and, following with love and reverence
his spirit guide, he scarcely wondered at

.. . .I 1 ' 1 ! ..v, ii'lmn flint'nis suuueu uisa i iciuauLc
cached the court.

CHAPTER III.
"Ture as Aurora when she leaves her couch,
Her cool, soft couch in Heaven, and,

blushinjr. shakes
The balmy d ew-dro- ps from her locks of light.'

Safely the knight arrived at his castle
gate, and as he alighted from his steed,
a lovely woman sprang through the
cloornv archwav, and lay in tears upon
his breast.

"My wife! my sweet true wife! Is it
indeed thou! Thy cheek is paler than
its wont. Hast mourned for me, my
love?" And the knight put back the
long black locks, and gazed upon that
sad, sweet face. Oh! the delicious oy
of that dear meeting! W as it too. dear.
too bright to last?

At abanquet, given in honor of De
Courcy's return, some of the guests,
flushed with wine, rashly let fall in his
hearing an insinuation which awoke all
his former doubts, and, upon enquiry, he
found to his horror that during his ab-

sence the Lady Loyaline had left her
home for months, and none knew whith
er or why she went, but all could guess,
they hinted.

De courcy sprang up with his hand
on the heft of his sword, and rushed to
ward the chamber of his wife. She met
him in the anteroom, and listened calm-

ly and patiently as he gave vent to his
jealous wrath, and bade her prepare to
die. Her only reply was "Let me go
to my chamber; I would say one paryer;
then do with me as yon will."

"Begone!"
The chamber door closed on the grace

ful form and sweeping robes of the La-

dy de Courcy. But in a few moments
it opened again and forth came, with
meekly folded arms, a stripling in a
page's dress and crimson cap! the bold,
bright boy with whom ho had parted at
his dungeon-gate.- ! "Here! in her very
chamber!" The night sprang forward,
to clove the daring intruder to the earth.
But the stranger flung to the ground the
cap & the golden locks, and De Conrcy
fell at the feet, not of the minstrel-boy- ,

but of his own true-hearte- d wiTe, and
begged her forgiveness, and blessed her
for her heroic and beautiful devotion.

'Did you present your account to the
defendant?' inquired a lawyer of his cli-

ent. 'L did, your honor.' 'And what
did he say?' "'He told me to go to the
devil.' 'And what did you then?'
'Why; then I came to you.'

A man in New HaniDshire cave as a
4

reason for not voting for tho abolition
of capital punishment, that all who de-

served to be hung would move to Ncw-IIamshire,a-

they had quite enough of
that class already.

And nobody heard it, but Heaven, love and I;
sigh, lull ot tragranco and beauty, it stole

Through the stillness up, up to ,the star's
beaming sour.

She sung Thou art glowing with glroy and a
might. r

And I'm but a flower, frail, lowly and light,
ask not tny pity, I seek not thy smile;
ask but to worship thy beauty awhile;

To sigh to thee, sing to thee, bloom for thine
eye,

And when thou art weary, to bless thee and
die,"

Shall I tell what the star to jdje y iplct said,
While ashamed, neath his love took, she

hung her young head.
llo sang but his singing was only a ray,
And none but trie llower and 1 heard the

dear lay.
How it thrilled, as it fell, in its melody clear,
Though the little heart heaving with rapture

and tear. 1 ?, , .

Ah, no! love, I dare not, too tender, too pure,
For me-t- 'betray, were the words he said to

her;
But as she lay listening that low lullaby,
A smile lit the tear in the timid flower s eye;
And when death had stolen her beauty and

bloom
Tho ray came again to play over her tomb.

Long ere the lay had ceased, the
cloud in the sultan's eye had dissolved
in tears. Never had music so moved
his soul. "The lute was enchanted!
The vouth was a Peri, who had lost his

wav! 'Surelv it must be so!"
'But sing me now a bolder strain !-"-

And the beautiful child Hung back his
frnlnn curs finrl swpnt thfi strinrrs... . ...
more proudly than belore, and his voice
took a clarion-ton- e, and his dark, steel
blue eyes flashed with heroic fire as he

sang
THE CRIMSON PLUME.

O, know ye the knight oi the red waving
plume!

Lolis lightning smilo gleams through the
battle s wild gloom,

Like a flash through the tempest; oh, fly

from that smile.
'Tis the wild-fir- e of fury it glows to beguile.
And his sword-wav- e is death, and his war-cr- y

is doom;
Oh, brave not the night of the dark crimson

plume.

His armor is black, as the blackest midnight;
His steed like the ocean foam spotlessly white;
His crest- - -- a crouched tiger, who dreams ol

fierce joy
Its motto 'Beware, lor I wake to destroy;
And his sword-wav- e is death, and his war- -

cry is doom,
Oh, brave not the night of the dark crimson

plume.

"By Allah! thon hast magic in thy
voice! One more! and ask what thou
wilt. Were it my signet-rin- g, 't is

granted!"
Tears of rupture sprung to the eyes

of tht minstrel boy, as the sultan spoke,
and his young cheek flushed like a morn- -

; cloud. Bending over his lute to
hide his emotion, he werbled once again

THE BROKEN HEART'S APPEAL
Give me back my childhood's truth,
Give me back my guileless youth,
Tleasure, Glory, Fortune, Fame,
These I will not stoop to claim:
Take them. All of Beauty's power,
All the triumph of this hour
Is not worth one blush you stole
Give me back my bloom of soul,

Take the cup and take the gem,
What have I to do with thenf!
Loose the garland from my hair,
Thou 6houldst wind the night shade

there;
Thou who wreath'st with thy flattering

art;
Poison flowers to bind my heart!
Give me back tho rose you stole,
Give me back my bloom of soul.

"Name thy wish, fair child. But tell

me first what good genius has charmed
thv lute for thee, that thus it swavs the
soul?"

"A child-lik-e angel, with large melan-

choly eyes and wings of lambent fire
we Franks have named him Love, lie
led mo here and breathed upon my lute.'

"And where is he now?"
"I have hidden him in my heart," said

For thee I fold my fairest gown. A

With simple grace, for thee, for thee.
No other eyes in all the town

Shall look with love on nie.

For thee my lightsome luto I tune,
For thee it else were mute for thee.

The blopsotrito the bee in June
Is less than thou to me.

DeCourcy, by nature proud, passion
ate, reserved nd exacting, had wooed
and won, with some difficulty, the young
and timid girl, whose tenderness for her
noble lover was blent a shrinking awe,
which all his devotion could not for a
while overcome.

At the time my story commences, he
was making preparations' to join the
Crusaders. 1 He was to set out in a few
days, and brave andchivalric as he was,
there were both fear and grief in his
heart, when he thought of leaving his
beautiful bride for years, perhaps for

ever. Perfectly convinced of her guile
less purity of purprse, tho-ught'an- deed,
no yet iiuu, as iiu' iriwpgm, ienu iu sup
pose' thai' her heart' ivds, perhaps un
consciously to herself, estranged from
him, or rather that it had never been
his. He remembered, with a thrill of
grief and passionate indignation, her
bashful reluctance to meet his gaze her
timid shr inking from his touch and thu
her very purity and modest', the soul
of true all'ection. were distorted by his

jealous imagination into indifference
for himself and fondness for another.
Only two days before, upon suddenly
entering her chamber, he had surprised
her in tears, with a page s cap in her
hand, and on hearing his step, she had
started up, blushing and embarrassed,
and hidden it beneath her mantle, which
lay upon the couch. Poor DeCourcy!
This was indeed astounding; but while
he hed perfect faith in her honor, he was
too proud to let her see his suspicions
1 hat can that crimson can! It was
not the last time he was destined to be
hold it !

The hour of parting came, and Dc
Courcv shuddered as he saw a smile
certainly an exulting smile lighten
through the tears in the dark eyes of'his
bride, as she bade him lor the last tune
"farewell !"

A twelvemonth afterward, he was
languishing in the dungeon of the East

i ii i

a cnaineu ana nopeiess captive.

CHAPTER II.

"Ah, fleeter far than fleetest storm or steed
Or tho death they bear,

The heart, which tender thought clothes,
like ail

With tho wings of care."

The sultan was weary; weary of his
flowers and his fountains of his dreams
and his dancing-girl- s of his harem and
himself. The banquet lay untouched
before him. The rich chibouque was
cast aside. The cooling sherbet shone
in vain.

The Almas tripped, with tinkling feet,
Unmarked their motions light and fleet.

His slaves trembled at his presence;
for a dark cloud hung lowering on the
brows of the great Lord of the East,
and they knew, from experience, that
there were both thunder and liehtnmg
to come ere it dispersed.
! But a sound ofdistant plaintive melo-

dy was heard. A sweet voice sighing
to a lute. The sultan listened. "Bring
hither the ministrel," he said, in a sub
dued tone; and a lovely, fair-haire- d boy
in a page's dress of pale green silk, was
led blushing into the presence.

"Sing to me, child," said the Lord of
the East. And the youth touched his

lute, with grace and wondcrous skill,
and sang, in accents soft as the ripple
of a rill,

THE VIOLET'S LOVE.
Shall I tell what the violet said to the star,
While she gazed through her tears on his

beauty, afar.
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CHAPTER I.
"Ay brnnlv, sing tome and make me dad.
fliv sweet words drop upon the ear as soft

s nc-leav(- s on a well rESTUs

bn :i low stool at the feet of the Count
Courcy sat his bride, the youthful

jdv Lovalinc. One delicate, dimpled
ud liovered over tho strings of her
e, like a snowbird, apout to take wing
jth a burst of melody. The other she
fts playfully trying to release from the
spot his. At last she desisted from
attempt, and said as she gazed up m-;- is

prowl "unfathomable eyes1'
4. v.- - i..n......t U, L. T .1 .

n for this beautiful gift! How shall
jiove to you my love, my gratitude,
r all your generous devotion to my

'..ishesf
i.Loyaline was startled by the sudden

light that dawned in those deep eyes;
but it passed away and left them calmer
and prouder than before, and there was
3 touch of sadness in the tone of his re-

ply
- 'sing to me, sweet, and thank me so,"

. Loyal ine sighed as she tuned the lute,
'twas even thus when she alluded to

r love. His face would ligaten like a
Snipcst-clou- d and then grow dark and
ill again, as if the lire of hope and joy
ere suddenly kindled in his soul to be
suddenly extinguished. What could
mean? Did he doubt her affection?
tear fell upon the lute, and she said,
will sing

THE LADY'S LAY."
The deepest wrong that thou couldst do,

Is thus to doubt my love for thee,
For questioning that thou queslion'st too,

My truth, my pride, my purity.

'Twere worse than falsehood thus to meet
Thy least caress, thy lightest smile,

Nor feel my heart exulting beat
With sweet, impassioned joy the while.

The deepest wrong thai thou couldst do,
Is thus to doubt my faith professed;

How should I, love, be less than true,
When thou art noblest, bravest, best!

The tones of the Lady Loyaline's
oice were sweet and clear, vet so low,

so daintily delicate, that the heart caught
them rather than the ear. DeCourcy
felt his soul soften beneath those plead
ing accents, and his eyes, as he gazed
ppon her, were filled with unutterable
Jove and sorrow.
I How beautiful she was! With that

aim cuior,nKo me first Diusn oi aawn,
upon her cheek with those soft, black.
glossy braids and those deep blue eyes,
ho luminous with soul! Again the lady
umcneuner lute

For thee I braid and bind my hair
With fragrant flowers, for only thee;

Thy sweet approval, all my care,

it


